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All mankind are alike to them;

And though we iron find
That never with a loadstone join'd,

'Tis not the iron's fault,
It is because the loadstone yet was never brought. 15

If,, where a gentle bee hath fall'n,

And labour'd to his power,
A new succeeds not to that flower,

But passes by,
'Tis to be thought, the gallant elsewhere loads his thigh. 20

For still the flowers ready stand:

One buzzes round about,
One lights, and tastes, gets in, gets out ;

All all ways use them,
Till all their sweets are gone, and all again refuse them. 25

SONG

No, no, fair heretic, it needs must be

But an ill love in me,

And worse for thee:
For were it in my power
To love thee now this hour                                        5

More than I did the last,
*T would then so fall

I might not love at all:
Love that can flow, and can admit increase,
Admits as well an ebb, and may grow less.                10

True love is still the same: the torrid zones,

And those more frigid ones,

It must not know;
For love grown cold or hot
Is lust or friendship, not                                         15

The thing we have,
For that Ts a flame would die,

Held down or up too high.
Then think I love more than I can express,
And would love more, could I but love thee less.        20